hands and a cool voice that never chilled because it
was always waking into enthusiasm. From her
behaviour it almost seemed as if she might like being
among us, and it was quite clear that she was eager to
discover new ways of making our life happy. Lessons
began to be, even for the slow-witted, hours to be
looked forward to rather than endured. Miss Tooting
introduced handicraft classes: she produced morality
plays. We realized, what no one had ever had the
opportunity of noticing before, that we were not one
dead level of dull capability, differentiated only by
goodness and naughtiness. There was talent among
us. One girl, with the inspired plain face of a Flora
Robson, revealed herself as a triumphant actress. I
found myself recognized outside the circle of my cottage
and my acquaintances. Then, at a choir practice, there
broke out a meaningless quarrel of the kind we were ?11
well accustomed to. An older girl, maybe because she
had been used to impersonality so long that she had
learned to despise affection, tried to hit Miss Tooting*
I stopped her. A week later there came a surprise that
I had never even romanced to myself about. I was
chosen captain of the school,
The duties were not many. Before certain classes
I went down and helped Miss Tooting get her material
together, and once a month I wrote up the log of the
school. But I saw a great deal more of her and I began
to win back long-sapped confidence when I found she
was fond of me. There were disappointments in the
months that slipped away. "With half a dozen other
girls I sat for a scholarship at a London secondary
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